DANILOV
memory was stamped like a photograph on his mind—
he, Danilov, standing between the beds, the sunny sky,
gay and peaceful, and his boy squatting on his heels and
asking:
"Are there any radishes yet, Daddy?9'
That was the last moment of his former life, with his
son, with restful Sundays, with drifting thoughts of
outings and picnics*
His wife came running out on to the porch.
"Vanya, war has broken out, Molotov's speaking over
the radio. ..."
He ran into the house. The wireless was giving out the
last of the words that left no room for doubt. Then it fell
silent. Danilov raised his head. Everything had changed.
The sun shone differently. His house was no longer the
same. The faces of his wife and child were different.
Years seemed to divide him from that moment of peace
and contemplation. And in his mind everything raced
away after it.
"Daddy, we'll go all the same, won't we?" asked the
boy.
He was only four years old,
"No," Danilov replied, and the little fellow began to
cry....
That day Danilov went through his papers, wrote a
letter to his father, went to the post office and sent the
old man some money.
Among his old letters he found a crumpled envelope
with the corner of a photograph sticking out of it—he did
not take it out, but without glancing at it threw it down
in the bottom of a drawer.
He put a photo of his son in his notecase.
That night his wife wept—softly, so as not to waken
him. He pretended to be asleep.
She noticed when he stirred, raised herself on her
elbow and looked into his face.
"But you'll get exemption, Vanya?"
He turned away. The question had been settled that
morning, when the wireless had spoken. In the morning
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